188                       SHORT STORIES
Kuchela. As soon as the priest began to tell a
story, all the children of the house ran up and sat
close to Ugrappa. His mother and his wife sat a
few yards away and listened. The story that the
priest told them was no new one. If it was new,
it was so only to the children. If the elders
thought it new, it was because they had forgotten
the details. In any case, no one who heard it
objected to the story. Krishna is eternally young
and his story is ever fresh. As the priest was
telling the story elaborating every detail, the
archak of the village temple came there from
Madavara. That evening, according to custom,
there was to be worship in the Madarangi temple
and that worship was conducted on behalf of the
headman's household. The priest finished the
story and suggesting that the reading of the
calendar in the night might, if possible, be some-
what earlier than usual, left for his house. After
this, some time was taken in giving to the archak
the things he required for the service in the
temple. Ugrappa's wife was a woman of marked
prudence. It was not easy to get things out
of her hands. So the archak got what he
required in the presence of Ugrappa.
By this tiipe the sun had begun to descend.
When the headman thought of lying down a little,